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One 


Author's Notes: 
| blame this on Fred. Well, that and the fact that André is sex on legs and | want a Tobi. Anyway, here it is. 


Enjoy and of course I\'d love to know what you think. 


"You left so fast | did not get a chance to say goodbye!" 

Ím surprised you noticed "| didn't see reason to sit around" Not lke you would have bothered with me if | had 
"You are angry with me?" 

No, not angry. Frustrated and disappointed yes, but not angry. "Why should | be?" Ok, maybe a little angry. 
"You sound like you are." 


Should have heard me a few days ago. "Look, l'm in the middle of something, did you call for more than to say 
goodbye?" Ok, so lm in the middle of sitting here feeling sorry for myself. But it is something 


"No, only to say that and thanks and | hope you had fun" 
Not as much fun as I heard you had. "It was great. I'll talk to you sometime. Oh, and tell Andi | said hi." 


The abrupt click surprised him nearly as much as the attitude had. After the show, it had been rather chaotic 
backstage, and he had been rather caught up in his pursuit of.. 


Wait. 

Tell Andi he said hi? 

André slapped a hand to his forehead. Andi. Of course. Sitting back, he pulled a pillow into his lap and flipped it 
around while he thought. If he was that upset over the whole thing with Andi, did that mean...° He couldn't 
stop the grin that stole over his features. 

He was really beginning to like shooting DVDs. 

Three days later he had a plan 

Now, all he needed was a little bit of help and... 

"Hello?" 

"Jeng?" 

"Oh, hi André." 

"How are you?" 

"Good. And you?" 

"Fine, but | think | may have offended Tobi." 


"ls it possible to offend Tobi?" Jens laughed. 


"I think it is. When | called him to ask why he didn't say goodbye after the show he seemed very out of sorts 


with me." 


Jens rolled his eyes. Subtle Tobi was not. 


"He was a little disappointed that you only seemed to want to hang out with the Helloween guys." 


"| feel very bad that | ignored him. | was thinking of coming out and surprising him if you think he would like 
that." 


"| don't know if like it would be the best way to say it," Jens said, rolling his eyes yet again. Seemed like he did 
that a lot when he was talking about Tobi. Maybe if André did show up, Tobi would stop whining about being 
left out. Unless of course all André wanted to do was hang out and then he'd be whining about that 


"| need your help though." 


Jens chewed his lip, thinking. Did he really want to get involved? Not really, but if he didn't and it didn't work 


out and Tobi found out was it worth years of being told what a rotten friend he was? 
Sighing, Jens threw himself off the cliff. "What can | do?" 


Well so much for sorry he'd ignored him. Except for that one brief call, he hadn't heard a single word from 
André. Coming out the studio door, his eyes didn't do their usual scan of the lot in front, his mind too focused 
on being pissed off about the missed opportunity. Turning, he stuck the key in the lock, ready to give it a twist 
when a body crashed into his back, something round and cold and hard pressed to the side of his neck. 


He froze. 


"Open the door," a voice hissed in his ear. He could tell the man was taller, and the grip on his hip was strong. 


His hand shaking, he eased open the door, pulling the key out and being forced inside. 

"My wallet...” 

"| dont want your money!" 

Tobi closed his eyes. Not the equipment, anything but that! 

"Leave them offl" he ordered when Tobi's hand automatically reached for the switch. He found himself forced 
down the hall toward the sound booth, the man crowding him the whole way, the object still pressed tight to 
his neck. They reached the heavy outer door, Tobi opening it when commanded and shoved hard into the room, 
stumbling away from the intruder and nearly falling until he managed to get his feet under him. 


Without thinking about it he spun around. 


And found himself face to face with André. 


"Surprise!" 

It took everything Tobi had not to punch him dead in the face. 

A couple of hours and quite a few beers later he was laughing about it. 

"You should have seen your face," André snickered. 

‘I'm sure it was funny. You're just lucky | didn't punch you!" 

"Care to try?" André began taking mock punches at him, stopping them well short of actually striking him. Tobi 
set his beer down and threw his own, a yelp here and there when their hands would smack together until with 
a growl, André pounced, rolling Tobi onto his back and digging his fist into his ribs. 

"Don't tickle me!" 

André promptly pinned his arms and grinned down at him. "You are ticklish?" 

"No!" Tobi yelled, already laughing. 


"| think you are!" 


André didn't tickle him though, instead just shifting his weight to trap Tobi on the couch. Tobi's grin faltered as 
André's eyes slowly explored his face. "What?" 


"Why were you upset?" 

"Upset?" Tobi tried to shove André off. "l'm not upset. But can you move, please?" 

"Not now. After the show." 

Tobi's brain flipped frantically, trying to come up with a reason, the effort not helped by the fact André hadn't 
moved. "I wasn't upset, | just thought it rude that you didn't say goodbye. But you were too busy following 
Andi around." 

"| wasn't following him." 


"Yes you were!" Tobi scowled. "Like a puppy!" 


André cocked his head. "A puppy?" 


"A puppy. Now get up, you're crushing eww André what are you doing?" Tobi was trying to duck his head and 
avoid the long sweeps of André's tongue up the side of his neck. 


I'm a puppy!" 
"You're an idiot! Tobi grunted and shuddered when the wet rasp swiped his ear. "André!" 


Now he was sniffing his neck, his breath blowing over the wet skin and making Tobi wiggle to try to get away 
from the tickling. 


Which didn't do him any good because somehow his legs had opened and the length of André was firmly 
pressed to his groin. 


And things were getting harder by the second. 


Then with no warning, André jumped to his feet and grabbed Tobi's hand, dragging him up as well. "Come on, 
let's sing!" 


"Sing?" Right now Tobi couldn't remember his name let alone lyrics. 
"Sing! We have this whole studio to ourselves." 


"What did you want to sing?" Tobi stumbled along behind, letting André drag him into the booth where the mic 


was set up. 

"| don't care.” 

"| don't think | know that one,” Tobi cracked up, giving André a push. 

Sometimes it was so much fun just to be drunk and stupid 

"We can make up words. You point at something, | make up words about it, then | point and you do the same. 
"Ok Let me start the tape. Do we need music?" 

"| don't, but can you stay on key without if?" 


Tobi stuck his tongue out and went to set up the tape, getting it rolling and then hurrying back in. "Who 
starts?" 


"You point." 


Tobi looked around, spying a half empty coffee cup. André rolled his eyes. 


Cold and wasted, forgotten by all 
Left behind like shattered dreams of her 
Holding on to the last remains 


All because there was no sugar 


Tobi lost it. He could barely see what André pointed at and when he did he mentally groaned. Taking a deep 
breath, he clasped his hands in front of his chest and gave it everything he had. 


Lost in a vast land 
Search from amp to floor to case 
/ will forever seek to tind 


That special plectrum for my bass 


André threw his arm over his shoulders, laughing every bit as hard as Tobi. Tobi looked around, his eyes 
lighting up when he picked his next item. André tipped his head back and groaned when Tobi pointed. 


Dreaming of a quiet time 
Where there is only you and me 
Where we can be just what we want 


A man and a string called 6 
"You're too good at this," Tobi gasped, trying to catch enough breath to talk, let alone sing. 
"Stop trying to distract me! Your turn!" And André pointed. Tobi grinned, This one was actually easy. 


| love to sing songs with my friends 
After having many beer 

You cannot drink though while you sing 
Unless you do it through your ear 


André spit his beer. Tobi slid down beside him, laughter making his legs weak, landing with a soft thump on the 
floor. Panting, he slapped André's leg and pointed. André stared for a minute and then flung his arm over his 
face and let loose the drama 


What pain shall | suffer for a moment 
What sacrifice made for just a glance 
An offering of my very soul 


For a single glimpse inside your pants 
Tobi exploded, rolling back and forth on the floor and howling. "Not the pants! Not the pants!" 


André shrugged. "Then what were you pointing to?" 


Tobi managed to sit up. "The chair!" 

"Oh," André shrugged, "you do the chair. | did the pants." 

"You sure did," Tobi wheezed. "Help me up." André took his hand and pulled him to his feet, yanking him hard 
enough that his body crashed into André's. Tobi didn't move at first, finding himself looking up into those 
smoldering dark eyes that made him want to... 

André gave him a playful push. "| am not holding you up." 

"So am | doing the chair?" Tobi stammered, trying to keep his face averted until the blush subsided. 

"You do chairs? | didn't know you were that kinky, Tobias!" 

"Smartass," Tobi grumbled, feeling the heat flood through his cheeks all over again. 

"Not the chair, do.." André looked and around and pointed. "That!" 

Tobi cursed under his breath. Damn Jens for hanging that on the wall. 

| see you watching everyday 

With a smile and a wink 

All slick and smooth, so nicely sleek 

And cheeks so round and pink 

André blinked. A smirk slid over his face, an eyebrow raising. "Which cheeks?" 

Tobi died. He really had meant the ones on the his face, but since his naked ass was facing the camera the 
mistake could well have been his subconscious eyeing the wrong part of the picture. And to be honest, the guy 
was hot. 


"His face! Pig!" 


André cracked up again. "| don't know, Tobi. If you look very close, they are a little pink. Maybe they had to 


spank him." 


Tobi so didn't need that image. He was suddenly glad he'd dressed loose today. "Maybe," he shrugged, trying to 
appear perfectly casual and not the least bothered by the image of André spanking him, or being spanked by 
him, or standing naked looking back over his shoulder like the guy in the picture. 


André watched him from under half closed lids. A swift glance down his body showed a bulge that hadn't been 
quite so evident before, his face still flushed and his breathing just a bit heavier. Jime to turn up the heat. 


"So what am | singing about now?" 
Tobi didn't know when André had moved, but he was suddenly very close. So close in fact that his breath was 
fanning over Tobi's cheek. "I don't know. Did you still want to sing? Or maybe we need another beer. Or we can 


go get something to eat. Or..." 


"Why are you nervous?" A slight change of angle and his chest came to rest against Tobi's arm, the shorter 


man's hand brushing his groin. 

Tobi snatched his hand away as if he'd been burnt. "Nervous? l'm not nervous." 

Warm fingers gathered his hair and pulled it away from his neck, drawing it back behind his shoulder and 
leaving the skin exposed. "You are." Those same fingers seemed hotter by the second when they pressed 
against his flesh, finding the throbbing pulse and resting against it. "Your heart is beating very fast. And very 
hard." 


"It must be all the laughing," Tobi said, desperate for any reason 


"Laughing? And here | was hoping it was because of me." The breath had been joined by a soft pair of lips that 


were nuzzling his temple. 

"André?" 

"Hmmm?" Those lips were now at his hairline, a hand finding its way under his shirt and stroking his stomach. 
"What are you doing?" 

"Seducing you," André laughed softly. 

"Oh," Tobi whispered, finding it more and more difficult to take a breath. 

Nimble and warm, those fingers had somehow made their way up his chest and were rubbing his nipple, gently 
pulling the bud as his mouth slid down to Tobi's ear, a quick dart of his tongue making him shiver. "Tobi?" he 
breathed, smiling when Tobi moaned an answer, "should we take this to the couch?" 

Tobi thought he nodded. He must have given some answer because André pressed his body closer and guided 


him out the door and to the faded and lumpy couch that had seen more nights of drunken laughter and 


sorrow than he could remember and it was about to see something he thought would never be. 
Did he want this? 


André felt the hesitation. Deciding too much time for Tobi to think was not a good thing he reached his arm 


around and cupped his chin, still teasing his ripple as he lifted his head, tipping it back and turning it as he 
lowered his mouth. 


Tobi's indecision was swallowed in the heat that seared into him, burning his lungs and starting a fire so deep 

inside he thought he would burst into flames. André's lips were soft but firm, his tongue pushing past Tobi's 

lips and delving into his mouth, long strokes that tickled the roof of his mouth, exploring his cheeks, the whole 
time feeling the press of André's cock against his hip. 


He moaned when André's mouth left his, feeling the quiet chuckle as those incredible lips came to rest against 
his temple. "Tobias?" 


"What?" 
"| want to fuck you." 


Tobi was sure this would have been the perfect time for some off the cuff, witty remark. A declaration of 
how much he wanted it too. A brilliant saying that conveyed the need that was consuming his flesh. 


"Ok: 


That was pretty much all his brain could handle. 


At some point, he had become naked. 


He really wasn't sure when it happened, but he was sure it had. Not only could he feel the air on his bare 
flesh, but he could feel André on it. And if his brain wasn't currently short circuiting, he would be ecstatic 
over the fact André was naked as well. 


The cloth on the couch was rough and scratchy against his back and ass, making him itch as André lowered 
himself over top of Tobi, pushing his hair back and smiling down at him. Part of Tobi couldn't believe he was 
actually here. And part of him wanted to run screaming. But that part of him that was pressed against that 
part of André was firmly -- no pun intended -- in control. His hands were shy as then explored André's back, 


the flesh softer than he would have thought, the sleek muscles firm under the skin. 
"Have you done this before?" 
Tobi shook his head "Thought about it but never did it." 


André looked rather pleased. "So you were disappointed that | didn't pay more attention to you that night? Was 
this what you wanted then?" 


"The way you kept touching me and rubbing against me, | thought you wanted it too." 

André gave that soft laugh again, Tobi shivering under him. "Next time just tell re 

"Next time you'll know. | thought a few times everyone in the crowd could see how hard | was." 
"| get hard onstage all the time. All the people, the excitement, the heat... 


Tobi's eyes slipped shut as André's mouth explored the side of his neck, sharp nips along the skin each a shard 
of desire that shot through his cock. Down, that wet heat now on his chest, closing over a nipple and sucking 
the nub until he thought he would die from such a simple pleasure. His hands petted the sleek hair, dragging 
like silk over his skin as André licked across his chest and lightly bit that nipple, smiling when Tobi arched and 


cried out. 


Broad sweeps of his fingers down onto Tobi's thighs as his tongue traced a path lower still, a brief pause to 
lap at his navel until he squirmed. His breath slammed from him, his throat closing around a moan when 


André's mouth engulfed his cock, lips closing behind the head and taking him deep in a single suck. 
Could you go insane from pleasure? 


Tobi had blowjobs before, in fact more than a few, but what André was doing with his mouth was like nothing 
he had felt before. Velvet lips, the hot rough and greedy tongue, sharp teeth that knew just when to scrape. 
The tight squeeze of his throat, a suck so hard and deep Tobi thought his balls would be drawn right up out 
of his cock, his tongue fluttering, licking, lapping, wiggling, circling, poking, prodding, his fingers rolling and 
squeezing Tobi's balls until he was a babbling mass of trembling limbs. 


The words he gasped were incoherent sounds of delight, his hands twisted in André's hair as his hips pounded 
up, thrusting into that incredibly sweet torture that was André's mouth, his balls high and tight and ready to 
explode... 

And then it was gone and he whined his disappointment. 

"Don't stop!" 


He opened his eyes, scowling up at a laughing André. 


"Impatient one!" André sat back, leaning against the opposite arm of the couch. "Your turn. Come and suck me, 


Tobi." 


Tobi turned himself until he was on his knees. André's legs were splayed wide, his cock hard and stretching up 
toward his stomach, the head flushed red with precome glistening at the tip. André took Tobi's face in his 
hands and brought him forward for a kiss, Tobi sighing into his mouth as their tongues played a lazy chase 
back and forth. When André turned his head, breaking the kiss, Tobi felt his face guided down, André's hands 


releasing him as his lips touched the small patch of hair between his pecs. 


André's fingers caressed his head and shoulders as he sucked and licked his nipples, tasting the sweat that had 
formed on the bronze skin as he left a line of sucking kisses down onto his stomach. He felt André shudder 
when his breath swirled over the head of his cock, a sharp gasp coming from him when Tobi's tongue did the 


same. 
A bit unsure, Tobi flattened his tongue against the bottom of the shaft and gave a long lick straight up, 
drawing the head into his mouth and trying to suck, his teeth getting in the way at first until he learned to 
open his mouth wide but only close his lips, André whispering encouragement until he got it right. 

He knew he was doing better when André groaned and arched into his mouth. 

Tobi thought of everything he liked to feel and did his best, making up in enthusiasm what he didn't quite get 
in practice. André continued to talk, telling him how good it was, how good it felt, touching him and stroking his 
face and hair. And when André lifted his face up and leaned forward and kissed him until he was breathless, he 
promised himself next time he'd do better. 

He didn't see the smirk on André's face when he said it outloud 

"Now l'm going to fuck you." 

Tobi gulped, his eyes a little wide. "Ok" 


He really was going to have to work on his wit in these situations. 


André guided him onto his back, kneeling between Tobi's legs and reaching to get his jeans from the floor. He 


reached in a pocket and removed a tube, Tobi letting out a nervous laugh. "Came prepared?" 

"Came hoping to need it," André purred. 

Guided by André, Tobi lifted his legs to rest his calves on his shoulders. 

He jumped at the first touch of the thick, cold lube, André's finger spreading it around his hole. The first push 
of the tip of his finger was like a slight burn, André's hand teasing his cock as he whispered for him to relax. 
Tobi closed his eyes and nodded, biting his lip as the finger pushed deeper. He almost didn't notice the second 
one and by the time the third found its way in he was groaning and rolling his hips up, wanting more, those 
fingers touching places inside him that made his brain go blank and his eyes nearly pop from his head. 


Why he hadn't done this before he didn't know but he sure as hell was going to do it again 


The feeling of André's cock filling him was even better. 


His legs wrapped around André's hips, he bucked and writhed and yelled for more, each crash of that 
marvelous cock deep inside him making him feel complete, each long pull out bringing a demand to be filled 
again. André was determined to start out slow and build a gradual pace but he found himself lost in the 
wanton and wild motions of Tobi under him until he was pounding against him, teeth bared as he fought to keep 
from exploding into the tight velvety heat that clung to every part of his cock 


He lost it all when Tobi came, shouting his orgasm, thick ropes of come arcing from his cock to splash between 
them, André's head tipping back as with short, sharp jerks of his hips he emptied himself into Tobi's arse. 


And then it was over. 

They lay in a pile, sticky with sweat and come, breathing hard and with hearts pounding. 
They didn't even have the energy to move before sleep bludgeoned them both. 

"Tobi!" 


He grunted, turning over and groaning when his face pushed into the couch, the smells of a thousand nights of 
partying slamming into his brain. "What?" 


"Get up! You're laying here completely fucking naked!" 
"I am?" He sat up and promptly yelped, parts of him feeling a bit sensitive. "Where's André?" 
"He's not here." 


What?" Tobi snatched his jeans off the floor, yanking them on and cursing as much at the fact he had left as 
the fact that his ass hurt. 


"Didn't say goodbye again huh?" Jens snickered. 
"No, he...” 

Tobi grinned. No he hadn't. 

He'd have to call him on that. 

Soon. 


"Hey Tobi?" 


Pulled from his rather wicked plans, Tobi looked around." What?" 
"What did you guys record?" Without waiting for an answer, Jens pushed play. 
Tobi dropped back on the couch, letting out another yelp. 


He couldn't wait to have to explain this. 


